C   A   L   I   S   T   E

affectionate father often reproaches himself without
reason for not having yielded to even the most
irrational entreaties of his child. Believe, madam,
that it is not without pain, even now, that I am the
cause of suffering both to him and to you."

I found Caliste seated on the ground, her head
pressed against the marble of the mantelpiece.

" This is the twentieth seat that I have tried this
last hour," she said. " I am remaining here
because my head is burning."

She pointed with her ringer to my father's letter,
which lay open on the sofa. I sat down, and while
I read she, having shifted her place a little, leaned
her head on my knees. Absorbed in my own
thoughts, regretting the past, fearing the future,
and not knowing how to arrange the piesent, I
scarcely saw or felt her. At length I raised her and
made her be seated. Our tears flowed together.

" Let us at least be to each other all that we can
be," I said to her, speaking very low, and almost
as if I feared that she might hear me. I was able
to remain in doubt whether she had heard me or
not; to believe for a moment that she might
consent, for she did not answer and her eyes
remained closed.

"Let us change, Cahste," I said, "this sad
moment to a moment of rapture."

" Ah," she replied, opening her eyes and casting
upon me looks of sorrow and fear, " I must then
become again what I once was."

" No," I said, after some moments of silence.
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